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Summary: Emma puts her life in danger yet again, this time it isn't 
from a villian or a curse, this time it's by ignoring the fact that 
she's ill. David and Mary Margret have got to try and get their 
stubborn daughter well, but will she let them? Charming family with 
plenty of Mama! Snow and Daddy ! Charming . Sick fic with plenty of 
fluff 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Canon divergence from season 3 (so Snow is refered to as Mary 
Margret) . Set a year after the birth of baby Neal (who still doesn't 
have a tag on here?) . This story was originally in my drabbles 
'Charming Eamily Drabbles', but when I re-read it I realised I wanted 
to be able to expand on it. Enjoy! ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Emma sat cross-legged on her bed attempting to steady her 
breathing, as the familiar feeling of something akin to a dumbbell 
resting on her lungs, filled her body and made her stare at her own 
chest to make sure she <em>was<em> actually breathing. She tried to 
cough as quietly as possible to clear her throat a€" so not to let 
her parents hear her. She had found out very quickly when she first 
moved in with Mary Margaret that as soon as Emma so much as coughed, 
or sneezed, her mother would worry. It didn't take very long after 
the first curse was broken, for her to find out that her father 
worried about her having minor colds just as much, if not more, as 
her mother a€" albeit he did it slightly quieter, from a distance, 
and often convinced Mary Margret to talk to her. She soon finished 
coughing and found it was getting even harder to breathe. 'Okay, not 
good. ' She thought to herself, as she felt a cough start to build 
again. Before she could give in to the urge, she heard heavy 



footsteps fall on the stairs, past Henry's bed as he got closer to 
hers. She quickly sucked in a breath and hoped that her father would 
leave her room quickly. 

>"Hey Em, " David smiled at her when he rounded the corner, before he 
turned his attention to his cell phone which he was fiddling about 
with . <br>Emma wasn't entirely sure when it was that her father 
started to call her 'Em', but she found that it was one of his less 
embarrassing nicknames, and she kind of liked it, so she let it pass. 

>"Have you got the cruiser keys? I forgot that I left my truck at the 
station, and you know how your mother complains when we drive about 
in it at the weekend." He looked back at her as she simply nodded in 
return. He frowned slightly at his daughter, she was never quiet, not 
unless something was wrong. "Are you okay Emma?" he asked as he 
crossed his arms, he attempted to make it sound casual, however when 
he saw his daughter roll her eyes, he knew he had failed at 
that . <br>Emma rolled her eyes on impulse at her father trying to seem 
cool, he managed to pull off the act with Henry, but as soon as he 
did it to her his concern over-rid his attempts and it turned into 
what she would describe as an interrogation. She let out a sigh as 
she realised that he wasn't going to let her blow off his concern 
without a verbal discussion. As soon as she let the breath out, she 
realised her mistake. She spluttered then started to choke as she 
gasped for breaths, panicking as her throat felt as though it was 
shutting off completely. She doubled over and closed her watering 
eyes, she felt the bed dip beside her and David's hand began to rub 
soothing circles on her back. After a moment she sat up straight 
still coughing. 

>"It's okay Emma. Just focus on breathing. In, out." David soothed. 

He hid his panic in only the way a parent could and focused on making 
sure Emma was okay. "In and out." He repeated a few more times, the 
mantra forced her to mimic his breathing. After a few minutes Emma's 
breathing had returned to only slightly faster than normal, although 
it was still laboured, and she leant against him, subconsciously 
seeking comfort. He placed a gentle kiss on the top of her head, then 
looked at her, his skills as a seasoned warrior and his 
hypervigilance as a father helping him to attempt to assess if she 
was ill, with what, and how long she had been ill for. Now that she 
was no longer wearing the makeup that she had been during the day, he 
could see the purple that hung under her eyes and her skin was a few 
shades paler than it normally was. "How long have you been feeling 
ill for, Emma?" He asked her soft ly . <br>Emma made a whine of protest 
at her father's, in her opinion, overly-concerned tone. She turned 
herself so that she could hide her face into her father's chest: she 
knew that he could tell when she was lying by looking at her face and 
she didn't have the energy to try to put on the level of acting that 
would be needed to convince him. "' 'm fine." She mumbled as she let 
her eyes drift shut. "I'm not ill." 

>"Yeah, you're fine." He remarked sarcast ically as he rolled his 
eyes, although he couldn't help but find how she was acting kind of 
adorable. "That's why you're having coughing fits. Come on, let's go 
downstairs and get you some medicine." He moved his daughter gently 
off of him and stood up, hoping that Emma would follow suit . <br>Emma 
moved herself backwards to rest against the headboard. "No. I'm 
fine." She replied stubbornly as she glared at David slightly. 

>David raised an eyebrow in response. "Come on Em, please, let your 
mother and I help you?" he tried to plead . <br>Emma carried on glaring 
and crossed her arms as she shook her head no. 

>David sighed and opened his mouth, ready to argue back, when he was 



interrupted by Emma having another coughing fit. He gently rubbed her 
back again as she tried to regain control. When she was finally 
finished coughing she looked at him with tears beginning to make 
tracks down her face. Although he knew that most of the tears were 
the coughing, he was sure that at least a few were from how miserable 
she was obviously feeling. "We're going downstairs, and you 
<em>will<em> let your mother and I take care of you." He said in a 
no-nonsense tone as he helped her off of her bed, any fears he had of 
Emma not being happy with his decision had lost to his fears over her 
health. He stepped back to let her lead the way only to watch her 
stumble. He quickly wrapped his arm around her shoulder and took the 
lead as he led her down the stairs. 

Mary Margret sat at the kitchen table with multiple sheets of paper 
scattered in front of her, and even more pens of different colours 
sat upon them. Since she had gone back to teaching, a little over a 
year ago, she worked part time at the school so she could also look 
after Neal. Today was a rare day that she had been allowed to finish 
early, as the children were doing sports for most of the day, so she 
had completely the majority of her marking and was now colour coding 
a teaching plan for herself and the other teacher she shared her 
class with, Ms Shakeshaft. She heard two pairs of footsteps on the 
stairs, and Emma's voices muttering grumpily at something, making 
David sigh, as she inwardly grimaced she looked up at the pair. She 
could feel her expression soften as she looked at her daughter, who 
obviously did not look well, however was wearing a pair of sweats and 
a t-shirt, on top of which she had one of David's plaid shirts that 
he had been looking for a few weeks previously. Her expression 
changed very quickly to one of worry when her daughter reached the 
bottom of the stairs clearly out of breath from that short trip from 
her room. David shot Mary Margret a panicked look as Emma freely 
leaned against him. "Emma, are you okay?" she asked fully knowing at 
her daughter would deny being ill, yet she couldn't stop herself. 

Emma nodded in return as she looked sleepily at her mother. 

>"Mary Margret, can you grab the thermometer? I'm going to get her to 
the couch." despite the scared look on his face, his voice sounded 
confident as ever, although he couldn't quite keep the concern out of 
his voice . <br>"Of course." She nodded as she stood up, the chair 
scraping on the wooden floor. 

>"I'm fine." Emma said quietly, David and Mary Margret shot her stern 
looks in return, which caused her to look at the floor to avoid 
them . <p> 

Mary Margret rushed to the bathroom and threw open the mirrored 
cabinet which hung above the sink. She rooted through the collection 
which the family had built up over the last few years, she sighed as 
she realised that somebody, probably David, had decided to move 
everything around the last time he was looking through it. As she 
tried to find the thermometer she heard Emma's frustrated and croaky 
sounding voice float through from near the living. 

>"I don't need to sit on the couch and I'm not ill . "<br>"Emma . We 
have already been through this: you _are _ill, you _are _going to sit 
on the couch, you _will _have your temperature takenA^ and you _will 
_take any medicine that we think you need." Came David's clearly 
frustrated reply. "Now, are you going to walk to the couch, or do I 
have to carry you to it?" he threatened slightly calmer. 

>Mary Margret couldn't help but laugh quietly at her husband's 
frustration at their stubborn daughter as she clearly got <em>at 
least<em> half of her stubbornness from him. Although she had to 
admit she loved hearing him use his 'dad' voice, which he had down to 



a tee, especially as it worked so easily on Emma. 

>"A-ha!" She muttered as she finally found the thermometer before 
grabbing the cold medicine, she sighed again when she realised that 
someone, definitely Emma, had left the empty bottle in the cabinet, 
she'd have to send David out for some more.<p> 

As she walked back to join her family in the living room, she had to 
bite her lip to stop herself from laughing. Emma was sat on the couch 
with her arms crossed as she glared at David who stood next to the 
couch protectively, he glanced down and raised his eyebrows at her 
and gave her a disappointed look. Emma looked down, no longer 
glaring, however was now pouting. David looked up at Mary Margret as 
she approached them and rolled his eyes with a smirk which caused her 
to smirk back. "Here you go, Emma, put this in your mouth." She said 
as she handed the thermometer out to her daughter with a smile. "Your 
father and I need to know your temperature, so that we can figure out 
how to get you better." Mary Margret said with a maternal look at 
Emma's sceptical tone. She couldn't help but feel proud when Emma 
reluctantly accepted the thermometer, without a verbal argument, 
albeit with a roll of her eyes. 

>Emma looked into her own lap as she picked at her hands, while she 
sat with the thermometer in her mouth, she could almost feel the 
piercingly-over-concerned looks her mother and father were shooting 
through her head. She couldn't help but to feel uncomfortable at 
their caring, as nice as it was to know that they cared so much about 
her, she couldn't help but feel like a hundred people were staring at 
her and singing happy birthday. She looked up as the thermometer 
beeped, she took it out of her mouth, only to have it taken out of 
her hand by her mother. She let a sigh slip past her lips and 
immediately regretted it, she sucked the air back in through her 
teeth, as a sharp pain shot through her chest. She sat trying to 
compose her breathing and hoped her parents wouldn't not ice . <br>Mary 
Margret and David looked at the temperature on the thermometer 
together before turning to engage in a silent conversation. Although 
they were both worried by Emma's high temperature, it wasn't so high 
that they had to rush her to a hospital, at least not yet. David 
nodded to his wife in agreement that they would keep a close eye on 
Emma, before he turned his attention upon his daughter, who hadn't 
yet protested at them not telling her what her temperature was. 

>He saw Emma looking thoroughly miserable, her face was now paler 
than before and her face was contorted in pain, and her eyes were 
scrunched up. David touched his wife's lower back, as he moved toward 
Emma, to draw her attention to their eldest child. David sat down 
next to Emma and started to rub soothing circles onto her back once 
again. David watched as Emma sleepily moved her head up to look at 
him, her green eyes were filled with sadness as they met his blue 
ones, he placed his arm gently around her and placed a kiss on the 
side of her head, only just noticing the fact that she had stolen his 
shirt as he did so. Emma leaned against him, no longer trying to hide 
how ill she was, David automatically manoeuvred them both so that 
they were sitting against the back of the couch instead of sat upon 
the edge. Emma closed her eyes and pulled her legs up onto the couch, 
she tucked them up so she was comfortable before she curled even 
closer to her father. David looked over at Mary Margret in worry as 
Emma took hold of his shirt, he could feel the wheeze which was 
interwoven with her quickened and laboured breathing. Mary Margret 
disappeared to the kitchen with a determined look upon her face. 

David looked back down at his daughter and gently placed a kiss on 
her head, Emma opened her eyes and looked at her father. "Hey kiddo." 
He said softly. "How you feeling? "<br>Emma frowned slightly "Not very 



well." She replied quietly, her voice scratching her throat as she 
did so. She shivered slightly and moved closer to her dad. 

>"Are you cold?" he asked and felt her nod against his chest. He 
grabbed a throw which was draped on the back of the couch and covered 
Emma with it, tucking her in carefully. He saw her look of confusion 
as he tucked her in. "You have to have something to keep you on the 
couch." He winked earning him and eye roll as she tried to hide her 
smile. "Does your chest hurt, Em? "<br>"Mm, " Emma hummed "And my 
throat." She let her eyes close again and tried to move even closer 
to David, part of her knew she should feel at least slightly 
embarrassed at being curled up with her dad when she was almost 
thirty years old, but for whatever reason being with her dad made her 
feel slightly better so she chose to ignore it. 

>David frowned in concern, the few times he had seen Emma ill she 
never admitted it, if she was freely telling him some of her 

ailments, she must be feeling really ill. He looked back up to see 

his wife walking back over to them, with her boots and coat on, 

carrying a blanket from their bed in one arm and holding a wet rag 

and some juice in another . <br>Mary Margret could feel her heart fill 
with love when she saw her husband and daughter cuddled up with each 
other, David's arm protectively around her as she sought out comfort, 
she held onto his shirt so she could know that he was there, even 
when she had her eyes closed. She passed the wet rag to her husband 
so she could sort her daughter out. "Emma" she called softly, Emma 
opened her eyes with a small whine of protest. "You need to drink 
some of this juice, sweetheart." 

>Emma frowned as David helped her sit up slightly before she was 
passed the drink. Emma winced slightly as she first drank some of the 
juice as her throat ached in protested, she drank half of the glass 
then passed it back to her mother, the small amount of movement made 
her feel as though she had run a marathon. She curled herself back up 
to her father, she felt him lean her back to rest against his chest 
and her mother's hands tuck a blankets around her and gently kiss her 
head. <br>"Get some sleep honey." Mary Margret whispered before 
standing back up from where she was leant over her daughter. As soon 
as she moved David gently pressed the piece of cloth to Emma's head 
in hopes of cooling it down. Mary Margret smiled him as he looked at 
their daughter: If she had told herself, years before, that she'd one 
day have two kids and a husband that cares so much about her and 
their children she'd have thought that he was crazy. She touched her 
husband's arm to get his attention "I'm just going to run to the 
store to get some medicine for Emma, we're completely out of 
everything, but she had decided to leave the packets in the cabinet." 
David rolled his eyes as both he and Mary Margret had repeatedly told 
her not to do so. "Neal's still down for his nap, are you okay with 
me leaving you with both of them? I shouldn't be too long." 

>"Yeah of course." He smiled, he could see the worry his wife was 
trying to hide from him, and realised even she hadn't seen Emma this 
ill before. "'I would offer to go, but apparently she's rather clingy 
when she's ill." He watched as Snow smile in understanding, it was 
rare they got to see this side of Emma, whenever they did they tried 
to make it last as long as possible however this time they'd rather 
she was well even if it were to sacrifice it. "I'm worried." He 
admitted. "She seems to be having some trouble breathing . "<br>Mary 
Margret frowned. "I'm rather worried too, we'll have to keep a close 
eye on her, but if it gets worse we should take her to the hospital." 
She smiled slightly at her true love. "I'm pretty sure she's just 
going to get cuddlier, you know. Before the first curse broke she was 
pretty ill one time, but of course, she refused to admit it. Even 
then I was worried about her, maybe it was the mother in me knowing 



my baby was ill. I had to trick her into going to the doctor's office 
by pretending we were going out to get some junk food and a movie." 

>Charming gave a slight chuckle at that. Emma moved closer to him in 
protest at the movement of his laugh jostling her. "Shhh I'm sorry, 
it's okay, princess." He soothed as he rubbed her back, he looked at 
his wife when Emma had settled down again . <br>"She only agreed to go 
in to get checked out when I threatened to drag her in there, and 
stay while the doctor evaluated her, just so that I could force her 
to do as she was told." Mary Margret continued. "When she came out, 
she seemed to have accepted that she was ill, but she convinced me to 
actually getting junk food and movies. Her walls used to be so high, 
but as soon as she got ill, she became a like a koala, clinging onto 
me and wanting to watch movies with me. Of course, as soon as she was 
better she tried to push me away again, but I think that's because 
she wasn't used to having anyone there for her while she was ill. She 
wasn't sure what to do afterwards." She shook her head at the memory 
of how different Emma was when she had first found her, she couldn't 
help but wish that they had been there for her when she was a child, 
but she also felt proud at how much Emma had progressed from when she 
first came to Storybrooke. "Anyway, I'll be back soon, I have my 
phone with me. Call me if you need anything." She requested before 
kissing him. 

>"0f course. I love you."<p> 

Half an hour later, Mary Margret was walking up the first flight of 
stairs with bags in either hand when her phone began to ring, but 
stopped ringing before she could get her phone out of her bag. The 
ringtone was one she only used for David. She raced up the stairs, as 
fast as she could, and threw the door to the loft open. 

>"Mary Margret! Thank god you're here" David breathed out in relief. 
He was sat on the couch with his coat and shoes on, he was rubbing 
Emma's back as she sat leant against him. Emma was fighting to keep 
her eyes open, but she too had shoes on, and one of David's jackets. 
Her shoulders rose and fell quickly with the pace of her shallow 
breathing. "Emma's breathing's gotten worse, we need to take her to 
the hospital. I tried to call-"<br>Mary Margret dropped the bags onto 
the table and rushed over to her eldest child. "I was half way up the 
stairs, I didn't get it in time." She kissed the top of Emma's head 
and pulled her to lean on her. "How'd she get this bad, this 
quickly?" she asked her husband in a quiet voice. 

>"I'm not sure, but I'm going to go get the cruiser key from 
upstairs . "<br>Mary Margret nodded to him as he passed her then took 
his place next to Emma. "It's okay Emma. It's going to be okay, just 
breathe, it's all going to be okay." She soothed as she ran through a 
check list of things she needed to do. 

>Emma looked at her in response "Ia€l . know." She managed to get out, 
but couldn't keep the fear from her eyes.<br>She sent her daughter an 
encouraging smile "Good. Your dad's going to go with you to E.R, 
while I get a sitter for Neal, then I'll meet you there, okay?" she 
said trying to distract her while pushing a golden strand of hair 
behind Emma's ear. She took note of the slight blue tinge of her 
daughter's lips and had to force herself not to let Emma see how 
scared she really was. 

>"Sounds good to me." David said as he walked swiftly over to them. 
"Come on, kiddo." He said as he helped Emma stand up, as soon as she 
did her legs shook and she started to fall, luckily David managed to 
catch her before she hit the floor. He swooped her up into his arms 
and started towards the door, Mary Margret trailed behind 
him. <br>"Keep me in touch and I'll be there as soon as I can." As she 



watched David carry their daughter doing the apartment building's 
stairs, she couldn't help being reminded of the last time her husband 
had carried their daughter away from her, a familiar sense of fear 
spread through her. 

Emma felt her father carry her into the loud hospital, yet could not 
bring herself to be embarrassed, as she normally did when her 
parent's displayed affection for her in public. She focused instead 
on her breathing, and tried to remember what it felt like to not have 
to think about how to do it. Time seemed to pass differently as she 
fought sleep, she barely remembered being in the police cruiser with 
the flashing lights on. One second she was being placed down on a 
bed, the next she had one nurse taking her temperature, another her 
blood pressure. She felt someone clip a pulse oximeter onto her 
finger. She saw her dad staring at her with concern and fear, stood 
slightly to the side so he wouldn't be in the nurses' way. An old 
fear forced a trickle of fear to run down her back. She needed her 
dad to be closer to her. A sudden burst of energy allowed her fight 
to get to him. She knew it was childish, but she wanted him close, 
she knew was safe with him there. Her eyes blinked closed, and when 
she opened them her dad was stood next to her. She could hear the 
murmur of his voice, but she couldn't decipher what he was saying to 
her, although it might have been him explaining what each of the 
nurses were doing. A nurse spoke to him about something Emma couldn't 
quite hear and saw him furrow his brow in confusion and shrug. She 
felt a small plastic Dixie-cup being pressed against her lips and the 
next thing she knew she was throwing up. Her eyes closed again, she 
wasn't sure how long they closed for, but when she opened them she 
saw a nurse place an oxygen mask on her face and her dad next to her 
as he stroked her hair. She turned her head to the other side, and 
managed to make out the blurry numbers on the machine which would 
tell the doctors her oxygen and heart levels. She stared at the 
number sixty six, which she knew should have been the number one 
hundred. Then the world faded into darkness. 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Thanks for such an amazing response to the first chapter, this is 
the first of two chapters I'll be uploading today/tomorrow* * 
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><p>As soon as he had stepped through the E.R doors, with his 
daughter in his arms, a nurse had spotted them and saw how much 
trouble breathing Emma was having. The nurse rushed them through to 
the triage bay and quickly sat the back up so Emma wouldn't be led 
down. David stood at the side as he helplessly watched nurses move 
around Emma and connected her to machines . <br>Emma ' s eyes shot open 
full of fear as she searched for him, once she had found him she 
jolted forward, her arm reached out for him as she yanked it out of 
one of the nurses' grasp. He darted to the side of her bed, grateful 
that he might actually be able to do something. 

>"It's okay, Em, I'm here." He soothed as he leaned her back against 
the bed. "Let's let the nurses help you, yeah? They're measure your 
oxygen, heart rate, and blood pressure, then they'll be able to get 
you well. I won't leave you kiddo, I promise. "<p> 


"Excuse me. Sheriff Nolan?" A nurse with a clipboard asked as Emma's 
eyes drifted shut again. 



>"Yes?" he replied as he kept his eyes on his daughter . <br>"We 
believe your daughter's suffering from an asthma attack, brought on 
by another illness, though we're not sure what just yet." David felt 
his brow furrow. "How long ago did she take her preventer inhaler?" 

>His face contorted in confusion as he shrugged, but before he could 
say anything the nurse interrupted him.<br>"You weren't told, were 
you? " 

>He shook his head in response, his words failed him, he was just 
aghast that Emma hadn't told himself, or her mother, something so 
important . <br>" It ' s okay, my kids try to hide these sort of things 
from me too." The nurse joked trying to reassure him. "I'm going to 
assume she hasn't taken an inhaler in a while, definitely not in the 
last hour . " 

>"Yeah, she's been with me all afternoon, I don't think she even has 
one." He said, though his mind was elsewhere, trying to piece 
together any information he knew about asthma . <br>"Okay, we're going 
to give her some steroids to try and get the inflammation in her 
lungs down. We'll also get her a nebuliser treatment to help her 
breathe. We'll get her stabilised and onto a ward, the doctor will 
see her as soon as possible." 

He could only watch as one of her nurses gave her some steroid 
tablets, almost immediately she threw them back up. He could feel his 
heart quicken with worry, she needed those tablets desperately, what 
would happen if she couldn't take them? He stroked her hair as a mask 
was placed over her face. 

>"Start up an I.V, steroids and fluids." A nurse commanded as Emma's 
eyes rolled shut. "And page Doctor Whale . "<br>David was ushered to 
the side of the room again, he had a feeling that they would normally 
have made him wait outside, but they knew he would not be leaving 
Emma's side. He watched as they put an I.V into Emma's arm and 
increased the flow of medicine on the nebuliser. He could feel his 
eyes burn as he refused to look away from her, not even to blink. He 
willed her to get better, he hoped, and prayed to anything that had 
any power in the realms, to let his child survive. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As soon as she had watched her husband and daughter drive away, 
Mary Margret spurred into action. Eirst she rang Ruby, to ask her to 
come around to the loft to watch Neal, Ruby immediately accepted and 
promised she'd get there as soon as she could. Then she rang Regina 
to let her know what was happening and asked her collect Henry from 
school as Emma wouldn't be able to do so. Regina not only said she'd 
collect him, but she insisted that she'd look after him until Emma 
was better, she claimed that she didn't want Henry to get ill too, 
but asked her step-daughter to pass on her well wishes to Emma, which 
Mary Margret supposed was testament to how much the ex-evil queen, 
had changed. Once she had hung up the phone, she heard Neal cry, 
having woken up from his nap, she raced up the stairs to collect him 
from his room, as she did so she walked past Emma's door . <br>"Hey 
baby." She smiled as Neal stopped crying when he had her in his line 
of sight. 

>"Mama!" he exclaimed and held his arms up.<br>Mary Margret obliged 
and grabbed a couple of his toys, she walked into Emma's, and 
Henry's, room. She placed Neal on Emma's bed and gave him the toys to 
play with. She took Emma's weekend bag from the cupboard and set 
about packing her a bag. She felt her phone vibrate in her pocket as 
tucked Emma's baby blanket into the bottom of the bag, as she knew 



Emma would be able to draw some comfort from having it close by, she 
heard the loft door open and close and Ruby's footsteps pad up the 
metal stairs. She pulled out her phone and saw David's face on the 
screen . 

>"Dada?" Neal questioned as he saw his mother's cell . <br>"Yes baby." 
Mary Margret answered Neal absentmindedly before she pressed answer 
on the phone. "David?" She demanded when she pressed it to her ear. 
She watched as Ruby sat down on the bed next to Neal and zipped up 
Emma's bag for her. 

>"Mary Margret. Emma's got worse, they have her stabilised, onto some 
medicine, and she's sleeping now, but they're keeping her in and they 
didn't say how long for. She just got so much worse so quickly. I 
need you here. Please." David's voice was tinny with machines and 
people in the background, but she could still hear the fear that was 
threatening to take over. He was barely holding it together . <br>" I ' m 
on my way." She promised. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Mary Margret skidded to a stop when she reached the room she had 
been told was her daughters. She tried to steel herself for what 
would lie behind the door. She opened the door quietly, yet David 
still jumped up as soon as she crossed the threshold, as though he 
had a mental tracker on where she was. He wordlessly wrapped her in a 

hug, but her eyes never left Emma.<br>The top of the bed was set to a 

fifty degree angle, as Emma led against it asleep with an oxygen mask 
on, an I.V in her arm, and an oximeter on her finger. David pulled 
out of the hug then interlocked his fingers with his wife's. 

>"What did the doctor say?" she asked quietly as she led him back 

toward Emma's bed . <br>David stopped suddenly. "Whale is pretty sure 
she has pneumonia, " his eyes were fixed straight on Emma as Mary 
Margret stared at him, "he's running her blood to find the type. What 
made the pneumonia worse was the fact Emma has asthma." 

>"What?!" she replied sharply . <br>"According to Whale the last time 
he treated her for something, when you took her in, she told him she 
used to have it pretty bad. He gave her a new prescription for one 
but she never collected the medicine. How could she not tell us? In 
fact, how could she be _so stupid_ as to ignore it?" his voice rose 
as he spoke. 

>Mary Margret ' s eyes flickered nervously to her daughter. "I don't 
know, but let's give her a chance to explain why, before we march in 
all guns blazing . "<br>"Did you not hear the bit where she hid a life 
threatening condition from us?" he demanded as he crossed his arms. 

>"Yes I did hear that." She glared back. "But she deserves a chance 
to explain why she felt the need to do so, before we <em>calmly<em> 
explain why it was dangerous, and that we'd rather know." 

>David looked down, a guilty expression on his face at his outburst, 
he kicked at a piece of invisible dust on the ground. "Okay. But she 
is still in big trouble." He relented. <br>"I ' 11 agree with you on 
that one. She really scared you, huh?" she tried to send him a small 
comforting smile but couldn't avoid a frown appearing instead. 

>David took her hand again. "I thought we were going to lose her." He 
pulled her in to another hug as the word hung in the air. They 
couldn't cope with losing her. Not again. <p> 


3 . Chapter 3 



**Hope you enjoy this, please review if you did! This ones a bit 
soppy, but the fluff in it should make up for that.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>She just about feel her arms pressed tight against her body, she 
tried to move the left one, but pain shot through it. She was in a 
box, she decided, or a coffin, some barrier was close against her 
face. No. It wasn't the separation of levels of a box. It was a mask, 
which pumped some gas into her face, and forced itself down her 
throat. She attempted to hold her breath but less than a second later 
she gave up, the gas must be stopping her, she thought. She tried to 
move her other arm, she felt the pull of wires, but managed to push 
the mask off of her face. She became aware of the erratic beeping of 
machines as she gasped for breath. As the machines performed their 
cacophony, her mind was drawn to Greg and Tamera and how they 
kidnapped Regina. She forced herself to sit her as her head span. Her 
brain felt as though it was floating in her skull, like a balloon 
filled with helium hitting the ceiling of a room, in its ill-fated 
attempts at freedom. Two hands engulfed her shoulders, she feebly 
fought against their strength, then one of them left her shoulder. 

She felt the mask being placed over her face again. She forced 
herself to open her eyes. She had to escape, she had to get back to 
her family, and she had to stop Peter Pan from getting them.<p> 

But when they opened they didn't meet the faces of kidnappers, there 
was no Greg, no Tamera, and no Pan. Instead her eyes met the blue 
eyes of her father. She was in a different room than the one she woke 
up in. He was there rescuing her_, no_, the words on the window's 
curtains told her she was in Storybrooke hospital. She must have been 
admitted in there again. 

>"Hey princess." David breathed out, his relief was evident, but Emma 
wasn't entirely sure why he was so relieved. "Em, you need to calm 
down a bit, okay? Calm down and you'll be able to breathe better." He 
soothed . <br>But the mask took over her line of sight and the high 
pressured medicine being continuously shot at her stopped her from 
responding. She pushed it down again, forcing it to lay against her 
neck . 

>David took the mask into his hand again and tried to put it on her, 
only to have her turn her head, making it so that he couldn't. "Come 
on kiddo, let me put this on you, the mask is helping you to breathe, 
you need it. Your mom will be back in again in a minute." He pleaded 
to his daughter as she continued to look around the room slightly 
deliriously. Emma continued to dodge her father's attempts to get the 
mask back on her.<p> 

A beam of light appeared and widened from the corridor outside of the 
room as the door opened. Mary Margret stepped into the room with a 
nurse following her, in her hands were a couple of bags of food and a 
tray holing three hot drinks. "Emma." She said, surprised to see her 
daughter awake despite getting a drink for her, she placed the food 
and drinks down on the table and moved to Emma's side. "How is she?" 
she directed to her husband as her hand brushed the side of Emma's 
face. She could still feel the heat coming off of Emma, yet saw her 
shivering slightly. 

>"She woke up rather distressed, the mask is still bothering her, I 
tried to put it back on her, " He told both his wife and the nurse his 
voice was weaved with hopelessness, "but she's not letting me." He 
looked down at Emma, concern was sketched into every crevice of his 
face.<br>"I can tell them myself." Emma whined, slightly 



breathlessly, and half asleep. She could feel the burn of her chest 
as the air tried to enter and leave the tight space, the burn turned 
into a forest fire as she spoke, but she had decided it was worth it. 
But then her parents shot her disproving looks, they seemed 
disappointed at her remark, and she was pretty sure they were angry 
at her for some reason. She sank down in her bed, she felt nervous as 
to why they'd be angry at her. She knew it was irrational to feel so 
nervous but she couldn't help it, it seemed that no matter how old 
she got, her parents somehow managed to make her feel younger than 
Henry. And that part of her, which was winning the fight for 
dominance, was desperate to be at home with her family, not in 
hospital. Never in hospital. 

>"Not to worry, we find that patients are often irked by the full 
face masks. I'll switch the medicine to a nasal cannula as her oxygen 
levels are steadily improving." She explained as she switched with 
the machines. She placed the tube around Emma's head and smiled at 
her. "Is that more comfortable?" Emma nodded unable to find her 
response . <br>"Good. My name is Lucy, I'm going to be your nurse while 
you're here, I'm going to take your vitals then I'll be out your way 
for a little while." The nurse continued. 

>Emma leant against the back of her bed, in silence, as she let Lucy 
read her temperature with an ear thermometer she jotted it down on 
her notes then read the rest of the vitals off the machines. She 
smiled at the family before she left out of the door that she had 
entered through. <p> 

Emma felt her eyes drifting shut again, she forced them open, not 
ready to go back to straight away. Mary Margret stroked the side of 
Emma's face once again, Emma's eyes this time shifted to meet her 
mothers, green meeting green. "Why don't you get some sleep Emma?" 
the teacher suggested. 

>Emma shook her head tiredly, "Wanna stay awake 'bit longer." Emma 
mumbled . <br>Mary Margret opened her mother to argue, but was stopped 
by David's voice. "Why don't you have some of your hot chocolate, 
your mom brought you back, before you go to sleep." 

>Emma nodded, she wasn't overly thirsty, but she was happy for the 
chance to delay sleep. She watched as her hands shook as she was 
passed her drink . <br>David ' s heightened senses were the only thing 
which stopped the hot chocolate ending up on the bed when Emma 
dropped it, he quickly caught it not even a drop spilt. He passed the 
drink over to his wife instead, "Why don't you help her with that. 
I'll justa€ 1 " he trailed off and nodded his head, instead, towards 
the bag Mary Margret had brought with her to the hospital 

Emma frowned as her mother nodded to him, then gently pressed the 
drink to her mouth, yet she gained no explanation as to what her 
father was doing. Deep down she knew she should probably protest at 
how her parents were treating her, but she was too exhausted to do 
so. She felt the heaviness of her bones as she drank the warm drink. 
She felt as though she had just been part of a triathlon, but her 
mind was still ticking away, like a clockwork toy. It wasn't making 
her feel any better that her father was acting so bizarrely. Normally 
when she ended up in hospital, granted through injuries never 
illnesses, he would be putting her at ease. This time however, he was 
standing off to the side, watching her constantly instead of talking 
to her: he didn't even bother to hide the worry in his face. The fear 
that she had when she woke up, that she had angered her parents, 
hadn't gone away in fact it seemed to have just intensified. She 
drank as much as she could then gently pushed her mother's hand away. 
She looked down at her own hands which were tracing the patterns on 



the bed linen. She felt her mother brush her hair away from her face. 


>"Are you ready to get some sleep now, sweetheart?" Mary Margret 
asked soft ly . <br>Emma bit her lip and kept her head down, she felt 
herself nod her head, she knew that she wouldn't be able to fall 
asleep but she would at least pretend to, until her parents left. She 
wasn't even sure why she wasn't able to sleep, there was just 
something innately wrong, and it wasn't just because she was in 
hospital. For once, probably in her entire life, Emma wanted to do as 
she was told. She didn't want to disappoint her parents anymore. She 
shivered slightly and saw her mother move, out of the corner of her 
eye, to get once of the spare blankets which sat on one of the 
cabinets . 

David gently tapped Emma's shoulder, her baby blanket hidden in his 
other hand. He watched as her eyes slowly looked at him, there were 
tears slowly forming in her eyes, which made blue specks appear in 
her normally green eyes. He perched on the side of bed in front of 
Emma, shocked at her emotional response. "What's wrong, Em?" his 
voice was just above a whisper. Tears spilled down her cheeks, and he 
could see she was starting to get worked up. 

>"I don't know." She whispered with a shrug . <br>David gently wiped 
the tears with the pads of his thumbs "Hey now, none of that." He 
smiled at her. "I think you're overly tired, kiddo, maybe this will 
help." He held up the white blanket with the purple lace that was in 
his hand. He watched as his daughter's face shifted from relieved, to 
confused as to how it ended up in the hospital, then finally to 
worried that people would see her with it. "Your mom brought it with 
her-" 

>"-And some clean clothes!" Mary Margret injected as she covered Emma 
with another blanket . <br>"And some clean clothes." David resumed with 
a smile. "It's okay if you need it with you kiddo, hospitals make us 
feel like that, when I was here I always felt better to have your mom 
with me, even though I didn't know who she was. And anyone who says 
that it's not okay, to want to have something to comfort you, will 
have your mom and I to deal with." He mockingly puffed up his chest 
which elicited a small laugh from Emma. "But right now, I think it's 
time you went to sleep, before your mother tells me off for keeping 
you awake." He winked at her, before kissing her forehead, he watched 
as she tucked her blanket between her body and the top blankets, then 
tucked her in, not missing the eye roll she gave in response. He sat 
back down in the chair beside her bed. 

>Mary Margret moved to the head of the bed. She took Emma's face 
gently between her hands "You can sleep, baby, your father and I will 
be here all night, I promise." She, too, gently kissed Emma's 
forehead, by the time she moved away half a second later, Emma's eyes 
were closed. <p> 


End 
f ile . 



